





Fericles Trincefif Tyrel 

My i ichcs to the earth from whence they came s 
But my unlpotted'fire of Love to yon. 

Thus ready for the way of life or death, 

I waite the fliarpeft blow ( Antiochtts') 

Scorning advice ; read the conclufion then : 

W hich read and not expounded, tis decreedj. 

As thefe before, thou thy felfe lhalt bleed. 

Datfgh. Of all faid yet, thou prove profperousj 
Of all laid yet, I wi fh thee happinefle. 

Per. Like a bold Champion I afliime the Lilies, 

Nor aske advice of any other thought. 

But faichfelnefle and courage. 

The Riddle. 

I ar/t mViper,yet Jfeede 
Onmothersfiejh which did me breed z 
J foHght a husband, in which labour^ 

Ifomdthat kiudneffein a father. ''■] 

Heed's father, fonne, and husband milde^ 

I A f other, Wife, and jet his chllde ; 

Bow they may be), and yet in two. 

As you will live, refolve it you, 

Sharpe phyficke is the lafl: ; but O you powers t 
That gives heaven countlefle eyes to view mens aifrsj 
■W hy could they not their fights perpetually. 

If this be true, which makes me pale to reade it, 

Taire glafle of light, I lov’d you and could ftill. 

Were not this glorious Casket ftor’d with ill ; 

But I muft tell you, now my thoughts revolt, 

For hee’s no man on whom perfeeHons waite. 

That knowing finne within, will touch the gate : 

You are a faire Vyoll, and your fence the firings, 

W ho fingerd to make manfiis la wfull muficke. 

Would draw heaven downc, and all the gods to hearken. 
But being plaid upon before your time. 

Hell onely danceth at fo harih a chime. 






Perhks Vfjnct tfTyf^^. 

Good footh, I care not for yon. , 

Prince touch not upon thy Ute, 

For that’s an article within our Law, 

As dangerous as the reft s your times expirde 
Either expound now, or receive your fenrence. 

Peri. Great King, 

Few love to heare the finnes they love to ad, 

T’would braid your felfe too neare for me to tell it s; 
Who hath a booke ofall that Monarches do, 

Hee’s more fecure to keepe it fhut, then fiiewnc : 

For vice repeated, is like the wandring winde, 

Blowcs duft in others eyes, to fpread it felfe ; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus deare. 

The breath is gone, and the fore eyes fee clearc. 

To ftop the aire would hurt them, the blinde Mole call 
Copt hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is throng’d 
By mans oppreflion, and the poore worme doth die for’tj 
- Kings are earths gods : in vice their law’s their will. 

And i£fove ftray, who dares fay, love doth ill. 

It is enough you know, and it is fit ; 

,What being more knowne, growes worfe'to fmother it^ 
All love the wombe that their being bred. 

Then give my tongue leav? to love my head. 

Ant. Heaven that I had if j he has found the meaning,. 
But I will gloze with him , Y oung Prince oil Tyre, : 

Though by the tenqur of your ftridedid, ^ 

Yourexpofition mif-interprctiilg. 

We might proceede to counfcll of your d^yes * 

Yet hope, fucceeding from fo faire a tre^^,. 

As your faire felfe, doth tune us other wj^ 

Fortic dayes longer we doe refpite you,< 

If by which time our fecret be undone,- . ^ 

Thismcrcy Ihewcs, wce’Ijoy infuchaibnne.?, \ 
And untill then, your entcrtaine fhall be ' 

As doth befit our horiopTi and your worth* ' . “ J 
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Howcourtefic would feqme to t;ov 



.-ir- 


Gog 


Whcil 




